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ing practical; it would save money. Well, perhaps it did. But it
spoiled the trip. And Ava made trouble for me by not notifying my
mother of the operation. When Lady finally got the news, she was
so upset she had a heart attack. My nerves go haywire when I think
I've caused my mother to get sick. I get a thick, choked feeling, I
can't seem to breathe, and then I get a blinding headache.
A good many of Ava's criticisms of me are valid. I know there
are times I am extravagant and behave as though I had a money
machine in my basement. There are times I just can't seem to curb
myself. I gave the best jigsaw puzzle I ever made to a neighbor's
daughter. I gave my favorite record album to a hospital for shut-
ins. Something drives me to pass along my possessions to others.
When I see the smile on other people's faces, I feel repaid. For a
few minutes, knowing others will enjoy things in the same way I've
enjoyed them, I feel friendly and close with people. Afterward, of
course, I feel foolish and like a show-off.
It is stupid of me to give away an expensive record collection
out of sheer vanity, you might say. It is stupid of me to lend my
good tools and let door-to-door salesmen talk me into buying things
we don't need. But the salesmen are glib-spoken and seemingly
friendly. I find myself listening and being convinced by their pat-
ter, despite the knowledge I will regret it later.
I have always wanted to be cordial and easy with people. It has
always been hard for me to feel at ease with anybody. Unless I'm
in exactly the right mood, people, particularly in a crowd, make me
jittery. When I used to promise to take Ava to a party, she would
hold me to the promise no matter how I might be feeling. If she and
my mother put on one of their battles in the afternoon, I would be
sure to be feeling rotten on the evening of the party. So I stopped
accepting any invitations. I haven't been missed. A man like me
adds nothing to a social gathering.
But in the present foul-up not all the faults are mine. I don't
think it would have hurt Ava to show Lady a little consideration.
And I don't think it would have hurt Lady to treat Ava with a little
tact